
Don't miss 
any of 
my otAe^ 
fobumouso 
adventuresl 



t| Lmt TrHwt If Hm Cvft't 
Huf 1u EfMidlJ E'f* d lit dtttt 



fS Citaiid 
lltiH h m 
Hsiittd titm* 



II rHiT»F«>l 
d M| hff I 



II fwf OKI 



t/MlVtie l«r 
mUmiwmi 



Ivdl CtN VtdttQi Ip 

OtrotHK 



llOUlitwtd 
• C#dCaKt« 

















$ II ll't 11? AifTy IIITW PlHtMl 

HtiMHilt tmt CbHlfMiv (f ilia Idhmy 

Manf I Cw wm b I 


lllOri^Kbaa 
iIh PlriM lilMdk 


it411ktTififlatl 

ibt knAf »l fia 


»l 5 Ttit Mafia 
HttuCaJa 


fllTWWlMl 

Wiy WkI 

L 1 



iiinfiiwih 

Tfimm* 



*77 Tb UwrI i Cbrlt!«« 
d Ca<Ui 1 ir 
Caul* 


ilSIbllwy «t7rb 

w 4 il N* Mvh (kiilpti Taf 
fachry 


Oaf Diutiif Niafaia Fan 



mWdiai 

Cfisbf Qmt Pava Ubif 


























0 « 10f# fltflr 
oaf ffttto oxcMaf 
rfrio SIf f Off 
atfv#Afar«ff 


miA STILION 
AND THE 

aOUNTAIN Of Fill 




TH I sn TON 


km THi 


DRAOON'I COOE 




THE! sniTON 
AND THI MTSTIRT 
li PARIS 


^THIA STILTON 
AND THE 

SfAR CASTAWAYS 


TNIA STILTON- 
IIOTiOUBLE IH^ 
THEBIC APPLE^^P 




THI A SnLTON 
AND THE CHERIV 
BLOSSOM ADVENTURE 


THEA STILTON 
AND THE 
SECRET CITY 

























•TT 


1^9 m IW tmtH 


ill 


Kf rktr^ffikf 
PHHIflilBititf 


mvrnmt 


mjumwi 

Cip i ipJ BiiViif 


m Urn At 
wyNWWtt 


C«iit 


#47 Im tir At 


#l&Tkf lleitH 

MvvJMrilkta 


tJ 4 Giif»nli» 
Siflim Sterti 
Aftril 


m A *irf Mtf rf 
CbtiliHi 


#34 Gif i^nfr^t 
ViltiilM 


t37 IV Rift 131A FA—rtit 
Atftll JlMfkt ScVil AJvHtBft 


431 TV 

iiflliriw 

CWflUtt 


Oiriitaii 

■CfitfirtfV 


433 GirMiw 
«i 4 lVGtU 
M i 4 j 


I3t Vtlty tf lli 
O^tnl ibtlutii 












^ ^ Meet 

ChEEPELLAVonCaCKIeFuH, 

L have a lot ol mouisc 

tVicuds, byt nunc as spoofCy as my fricfid ^ 

CRIEPELLA m CaCKLEFIR! she is an _ ^ 

enchanting and MYSTtllO'DS mouse ^ 
with a pet bat iiaincd Bftewiitg. 

Vm a real Traidy mouse, but 
even I think CREEPILLA anti hcT family an: 
Q^jUPdDQaQj^ fascinating. 1 can't wail for 
you to read all about CrEEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly 
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The QyEST for 
PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FAN 
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THE Amazing 

VOYAGE: 


THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KI NGDOM 
OF FANTASY 






Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 


Geronimo Stilton 
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Cheddar Chews 
OR Mozzarella 
Muffins? 


l\ was a chilly October evening, A tail- 
rat iling through the 

St reels of New Mouse Ciiy. [ sir ivered and 
buttoned my jackei up to my snout. Then 
I locked the door to my office and started 
home at a brisi: scamper. 

Oh, excuse me. I almost I'orgut lo iniroduee 
myself. My name is 


Stilton. ^ 
I 

The Rodef 
Gazette, il 





mmi newspaper on Mouse Island. 

I wouldn’t wail to be home at 8 Mouse lord 
Lane. [^©SlFy cheese pops, ii was cold 
outside! 



As soon as 1 opened the door, I sighed 
with reltcL It was so cozy and warm inside 
my mouse hole! 

[ hun ied into the bathroom 
and ran a hot bath. Ahh, 
there's nothing 
than a good soak on a 
euld autumn evening! 

After my bath. I put on my favorite llannel 
pajamas and slippers. Rubbing 
my paws in salisfaetion.! opened 
the fridge. 

Yum. yum, yum! There was 

so much to choose from! Should I 
have eheddar chews or mozzarella muflins? 




























Monterey lack pie or Swiss fondue? Three- 
cheese pizza or baked Parmesan cheesecake? 
Th€(j uu€r€ ^11 Jo deliciouj, it was 
dinicuU lo pick just one! 

Since I was unable lo make up my mind* 
I decided to treat myself. I grabbed the 
Isrgosi plate I could lind and filled it with 
a selection of every tSSty tidbit inside the 
fridge. Then I made a eup of hot eheddar and 
headed to the living room to light the lire. 

A huge jigsaw was sprawled on 

the dining table^ ll was a map of New Mouse 




Cily» and it wa?^ tfticKy with a capilal Tl 
I had bgun wurking on the 
hr months, and 1 wa.s just a lew pieecs away 
from completing it. [ was savoring these 
last tnumenls. 

/ might frame it and hang it up, I thought, 
/f's not every day a mouse gets to finish a 
jigsaw as challenging as this one! 

[ set down my cup of cheese and looked 
ai the remaining pieces, [n went one., then 
anolher, then another. Whiskers tingling. 1 
inserted the very El □ P Q piece. 



My Jigsaw Puzzle! 


At that very moment* the table started lo 
crcmble, l looked around in panic* Was it 



an earthquake? No. the rest of the room was 
molionlcss* I tried lo keep the table still, but 
it was no good. It ga%'C a sudden and 

the p\jzz\c exploded into a thousand pieces. 

“NOOOOOOOOOP’ 1 cried* learingat my 
fur. Months of work destroyed in seconds! 
Then I heard a cry: *CiC*^^n 4 y|jooOOOO 
My snout turned whiter than a sliee of 
mozzarella. I had bigger problems than my 
ruined puzzle. 

1 reeugnized that 
squeak instantly. It 
belonged lo the world s 
most adventurous 

mouse: BRICE HYENA! 



You’re Totally 
Out of Shape! 


Ikforc [ could find a place lo hide, my 

megamusGular, megafit, megatrained. 
mega-energetic friend ikucc leaped on 
lop of I he table. He grinned at me. 

I groaned inwardly* Bruce is a dear friend 
of mine and a very caring rodeni* But he lives 
for adventure and he loves dragging 
me along with him, I just don't have the 
lailbonc for the kinds of e^X'-cifcnenf 
Bruce lives for* 

“So. Champ, are you ready for our next 
ch?6lter»g«?” Hruct; asked, 

I shook my snout. "Oh* no. Not this time. 
First of all, I am NEVER ready for one of 
your crazy ehalicnges, Bruce. And secondly* 









youVc jus I RUlNfP my favorite kind of 
challunge — the jigsaw Ivc been working on 
for the last six months!” 

Bruce pretended not to hear me. He circled 
me vvilh a critical look on his snout. 

“Hmm, saggy tail... PROOPy muscles .,, 
cheese gut.,. youVe totally out of shape!"* 

I tried to hide my plate of goocjiej behind 
my back. '*WclL yes, but *. 

Bruce reached around and pulled the plate 
out of my paws, "Ah-hah! Now I know how 
you stay in shape. ChCPSP Ptiff! You exercise 
your paws by opening the fridge door! You 
train your jawbone with your constant 
chewing! You keep in shape by 
your whiskers!” 

IJc paused sniff Bt C-hee.se* 
“Well, where wc*rc going, you can forget all 
about these tasty morsclsl” 



[ guipt-d nervously, -wh- 

whcru d<j you want lo laku me, 
Bruec?" 

lirucc folded his paws across his 
brawny chest. ‘‘A little place with 
rucks, snow, and ice. A little 
place that's feet above 

sea level. A little place called 
MQIINT KILIMANJARO, where 
Cheesy Chews are nothing hut a distant 
memory! ” 

‘^MOUNT KILIWANJAtta'?" 1 


cried. *'Oh* no. Absolutely not. Bruce, if you 
think I'm coming to Mount Kilithingummy, 
the GCO0OS0 must have slipped off your 
GBClGCSHBr' l exclaimed, “You have 
word on ihai!** 




Vm a Bookmouse, 
Not a 

Sportsmouse! 


‘*This was your sistur Thtra s Mea." Bruuc 
said. "She said it w<juld make a Q □ □ □ □ 
scoop [ 

Without another squeak, 1 rushed tu ihc 
phone and called my sister. 

"Thca. I beg >ou, pleeceeceease don't send 

me loIrfaUNT KILIWANJARO 1 I'm 



a book mouse* not a sporismousel** 
“Now. GeTonimo, I don't w'ant to / 
hear any whining." she replied 
briskly. “You know that sales 
of the paper double when 
wc publish one of your 
travelogues r' 



She was right. My sister was right 
about almost everything. It was one ol 

/^her most IRRITATING qualities, " Yes but —” 

^ "No buls now*" Thea interrupted. "Do you 
want lo dt^piioillt your readers?*" 

She had me there. There was nothing 1 
hated more than disappointing my readers. 
"No, but — 

Then Thea pawed the phone over lo my 
dear nephew Benjamin* "Uncle Geroninio! 
I heard you*rc going to climb WOlIMT 

ftiLiWANJAfl0l YouVe so brave! 
When I'm older* I want to be just like you! 
Will you send me a postcard?" 

I gave up. The only thing I hated more than 
disappointing my readers was disappointing 
my nephew. "Yes* Benjamin. l“ll climb 
IrfOlINTHIUWANJARaand ^ 
ril bring you back a souvenir!" 



Now, Where’s my 
Thank-You? 


A few minutes later, BflUCE dragged me 
uul of my m<jiise hule. We were uiT lo the 
best sports sioTc in Now Mouse City, Rats 
Aulhoriiy. 

Bruee strode into the store and ^ 
blew an obnoxiously loud whistle: ^ 

Phweeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! 


I eowered behind him as he started 
shouting. ’‘Come on! Look sharp, all of you! 
Hup-bup-hup! Move those paws! This is an 

eNEEE££££efifiEEE£EilG£MCYI^ 

The manager (who knows me well) and 
his sales clerks all scurried to the counter, 
“What’s happening? An emergency? 
Where?’' they shouted. 


Ilrucc pulled Qul a list as lung as a musk rat *s 
lalL "Colne on then, smariy-lur! WeVegui 
a date with Mount Kilimanjaro. Wc need ON@ 
lent! Two sleeping bags! Thr00 hollies of 
sunblock! Four pairs of gloves! FiV0 packets 
of blister cushions .,. actually, better make 
that iiX because there arc miles, miles, and 
lo be covered!" 

The manager looked at us as if wc were 
out of our minds! My fur went RBP with 
embarrassmem. I tried to hide behind Bruec. 
He s so sK^WNy. be provides good coven 

The manager and his sales clerks all 
scurried around, A lew minutes later, we 
were ready to check out. 

The sales elcrk primed out a receipt that 
was longer than Bruce*s list. When 1 saw the 
number at the bottom, I turned as |)3lC as 
goat cheese. 
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fOothp*iA«’ eeriHicaw *ackpat> 




Bruce winked at the sales clerk. ‘‘Put it all 
un ChCGSfihCdd s tab — I mean, Mr. StiltonK 
aeeuum. He 's LOADEBs Bye iur now —^ well 
see you before our next adventure!” 

With that, he marched out of the store, 
calling back to me, “That's the way lu do it! 

take a leap op wis# book, 

chaniP! Now* where's my thank-you?” 

I opened my snout* though nut to say thank 
you. Before I could get a squeak in edgewise, 
Bruce was yammering away again, 

“Now, CftCBSC Puff, there's one last thing: 
Is >our will up-to-date? Nave you chosen a 
nice eofftn? Have you booked a place at the 
local graveyard? )ust in case we never come 
back. Adventurous journeys like this one can 
sometimes go Wrong, you know.” 

My whiskers trembled with horror. At that 
moment, my cell phone TaUg, 


Leave Your Burial 
TO Me, Geronimo! 



It wa.s BORIS VON CACKLBFUR. my Iriond 
CREEPELLA'S falhi^r and uwner ul Pabymuuw 
Funerals. **1 understand yuuVc going lo 
climb waUNT HILIWANJAIRO, 

Geronimo^ he squealed. “Don't worry 
about anything. If you happen lo die, leave 
your burial arrangements to me. Til 




Qyy 


make sure you gel a classy funeral I Vo got 
a gui^eous eortin Tve been saving 

especially for you!" 

I could feel ihe blood draining out of my 
ichr tail. “Oh* well* lhal*s very nice of 
you, but I'm sure it won’t be 
necessary." 

Boris SNICKERED. '“Hee hee 
hee* who can lell? MOUNT 
KILIM AN JARa is 19*340 
feci high — I cheeked Gouda 
Maps — and all sorts of things 
can happen on the way up. You 
might break your paw* fall into a 
crevice, freeze to death ^ 
CREEPELLA snatched the phone 
away from her father. Do you know 
Crcepella von Cacklefur? She*s 
a charming rodent with just two 



,^Creepe)/s 


defects. This first is that she insists she is my 
fiancee, which is cumplelely untrue. And the 
second is that she is far too spooKy for 
mo! I'm way too big a 'fraidy mouse to marry 
a creepy rodent like Crecpella. 

“Now listen up. my sweet little bat wing." 
Crcopclla squeaked. "YouVe got to come 
back alive, all right? Tve gut big plans fur our 
future, you know! There'll be trouble in store 
for you if you kick the bucket on 






KfUWANJABO, After the engagement, 
we’re getting married 1 Cut it?*' 

liruee punehed me playfully on the arm. 1 
ninched. "VVhy^ aren’t you the sneaky little 
cheese paff! You didn’t tell me you were 
engaged!" 

"Vm nut engaged/’ 1 tried to explain. 

“And you certainly didn’t lell me you were 
thinking about getting Bruce 

continued. 

“But I’m INJDT thinking about getting 
married 1" I protested. 

“Good morning, Creepella." he yelled into 
the phorte. “Don’t worry* HI make sure your 
future husband is back for the engagement — 
sorry, marriage — eclebraliunf He'll be a real 
h6‘TnouS0 by the time wc return, just you 
wait and seel" 

Bruce snapped the phone shut. Then he 


dug an elbow into my rib^^. leaving behind a 
bruise ihe size ol a cheese Danish. *“ Sq when s 


the huncymoon, Checschedd?” 

"WClfEB. Rodent's honor.'" 
liruee sighed* kno\^' all about being in 
love *., I'm head over paws in love with ^.lour 
sister." A wtSI'^UL* look came over his snout. 
SuddenIj; he brightened up. **Hey* here's an 
ideaaaaa! Let's make il a double wedding! 
You and Creepella* me and Thea!” 

My phone beeped. It was a text from 
Creepellar "GHOSTIE-WHOSTit. YOU'LL BE IN BIG 
TROUBLE IF YOU OONl Cmi BACK SAFE AND 
SOUND. LOVE AND NIBBLES, CRIERELLA." 



In despair, 1 wondered whal 
was more dangerous: elimbing 
to the top orwawNT 
KILIMANJARO or lacing 
Crcepella when 1 relumed!!! 


A Once-in- 

A-LIFETIME 

Adventure! 


The next murning, we boarded a plane lu 
Tanzania. When the llighi attcndani came 
along with my lunch, BRUCE snalchcd ihc 
iray from under my snout. 

"" Listen up, Chdtnp, >'ou re on a diet as of 
today, A d-i-c-t. understood? You'll never get 
to the tup ol HILIWAMJABO unless 
you start losing that cheese gut!** 

Bruce turned to the other passengers. 
“Iky. everyone! CheCSC Puff here is going 
to climb Mount Kilimanjaro. That s nothing 
to sneeze at, rodents!” 

Lvcrj'onc was staring at us. I BtUSHfP 
from the tip of my snout to the tip of my 



AFRICA 


n 



Africa h die second latest connneni in iKe world. Its lotaJ 
surface am b more than 11.6 million nqiiarc milcs^ U con- 
uirii tlw worldb (on^t river — the Nile River* lire world's 
largest deseri — rhe Sahara Desen* and the warid*s highesr 
free-standing moutitain — Mount Kilimanjaro* 

Mounr KilimanjarD is actually a doritiani volcano- It rises 
to a licigitt of 19.340 Int. It b located in Tanzania. i>car tbc 
equator. It is the tallest walk able inounrain in the wotldl 


















UHURU PEAK 
119,340 tm\ 


To climb KiKmanjaro, you 
l^v$ di« $3^vaifinab and di«fi 
walk through a den^e fi’m 
After that, ym reach 
the moon, followed by an 
immense expanse of volcanic 
rock, finally, you get to the 
often snowcapped peak with 
breathiakir^ views of clouds, 
cllfB, and plains. 


GILLMAN'S 
POINT 
118,638 feet) 


laiL liul I was used tu ii. When you hang out 
with BRUCE, youVe always at the center of 
attention, 

“Okay* Chcesehead, ifs time for my TMVEL 
TIPS*" he rattled on, 

I gave him a Tunny look. Did l^ruee think 
rd just fallen off the cheese cart? Sure. 
I hated traveling, but I'd been doing it fur 
years! 

Bruee shook his snout sadly, *‘l don't 
know* if 1 wasn't here to educate you , *. 
well, where s my thank-you? Come on, Fll 
leach you a few words of Swahili. Repeal 
after me ., 

"RULE « 1 

FIN&OUT ALLCAW ifiOlJT THE RULE Ji 3 


OOUrtTW fOil'fi£ ¥®(T|lial 


RULE * 3; 
Riespcct Loan customs 


AMD HABITSr 



RULE i 2 
Learm A err OFTHE 

LOCAL LIHGOr 









Mim^nimoNARy 

Hello: //u/£/mha 
Welcome: Karlhu 
Good-bye: Kivu kert 
How are you?: l/uhuri guru‘/ 

Fine, (hanks: Afzuri 
Good night: Lu/ci su/umu 
Yes: Ni/tyo 
No: /iupu/iu 
Thank you: 

Thanks very much: Asu/i/e sunu 
No problem: l/ukufia mufuiu 
Slow and steady: Poiepa/e 
What's your name?: Unuiiivu fium? 













SmMi is pffkioJ JangMO^ 
of T^xtinia. It U oi^o tti 

Kntya. ^nulNir, Mgancfii, ttv 
D^trwcfotK of Cott^, 

ZoiTibtii, Malawi 

Riv«)d<j <}nd @urM(^ @«Twslfd, 
and |hc Compnp I^nds 


Today: Leo 
Tomorrow: Kesho 
Toilci: Choo 
Food: Chukula 


Water: Maji 
Vcgclablos: Mhoga 
Banana: Ndizi 
Meat: Nyama 
Milk: Maziwu 
Bread: Mkate 
Chicken: Kuku 
Rico: Mdwle 
Egg: Yai 



J 












The Deadly Rain 
Forest! 


At IdsX, wc landed at mLIWAliJARO 
Inicmatitjnal Airport in Tau^ai?#3- Our 
guide, Baraka, a DIGNIFIED'LQOKING 

rLtdent, was there to meet us: *"Karibu 
(weleomo)F* 

I was so pleased to be able to say something 
back in Swahili: "ilujamho, hahari gani 
(hello, how arc you)?" 








Wc got on a minibus and bumped and 
rallied along tor a tew hours before arriving 
in Marangu- al the foot of WOUMT 
mUWANMBO Wc wei'c already six 
thousand feel above sea level! 

I gazed al the mountain. It looked like an 
e nor mo use routldsd cone, ll reminded me 
of a doughnut sprinkled wiih iced cheese. 

Mminmni... the thought of cheese made 
niy lummy rumble i But I knew if I squeaked 
up all rd get was anoihcr lecture about my 

cbeddap ixiiy. 


So I adjusted my backpack and Bruce, 
Baraka, and I headed for the forest whcTe 
we were greeted by an unbelievable buzzing 












^VJ. 


itt^tX^ZZXZZZ^ZZZ ... 



^ 4 


You Call Those 
Mosquitoes? 


Whal could bo making that sound? It was as 
loud as a chain saw. 

"Hakuna mataia (no problem)," Baraka 
reassured me. 

The mosquirocs sw'armed around us. The 
insect cloud was so ananQ. 

1 could hardly see Bruce and 
Baraka. The mosquitoes 
were so huge, they looked 
like helicopters! 

“You call those 
mosquitoes? 

^'^i/>hhhhhhbhnh! 

TheyVe biting me all over!" 

I started swatting myself on the snout. 




But that just made it worsen 
My snout started swelling 
up like a big red balloon! 

The jitchwg was unbearable. 

As we elimbed the mountain, 
the changed, thankfully! Soon 

we had left the mosquitoes behind- 

I tried not to think about my swollen snout 
as I trudged along the muddy path- It was so 
hot! .My paws were aching, and I was short 
of breath. 

BRUCE glanced back at me. “Come on. 
Champ, move those paws! The lirst day is 
always the hardest. Once youWc warmed up 
those of yours, you'll be fine.” 

Baraka pointed toward the forest, 
‘This forest is home to Cape buffaloes, 
rhinoceroses, leopards, and monkeys,” he 
told us. 
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“And snakes* loo! ” added BRUCE. “So keep 
your eyes peeled. Cheese Puffr* 

S'S'snakes? I gulped nervously. That was 
way worse than mosquitoes! 

As wc scampered along* /tfNLlCHT 
iillered through ihe branches ol' the huge 
trees above. 

Curdled cream cheese* my paws were 
really aching! I wondered how many blisters 
I had. I sal down to take off my boots* 

I was so absorbed in my paws. I didn't 
even notice something ggoI and SLiHy was 
slithering over mo — until it wrapped itself 
around my neck!! It squeezed so tight* 1 
turned purple. By the time BRUCE popped out 





from behind a bush, my eyes were bulging. 

“Wfii, wdi. wc-ii. Champ, look at the mess 
you've gotten yourself into now! This snake 
is made of I30BBBI3, but if it had been 
real * *. well, let's just say you're to 

have me around to teaeh you. Where's my 
thank-you?" 

What?! 1 eouldn'l believe it! ! was 
AIM EERIER than a fat house eat who's 
missed feeding time! Bruee just laughed. 
“Why. 1 didn't know you ecu Id run so fast. 
Cheesehead! Run run run!" 

I ehased Bruee here, there* and everywhere 
until we reached the Mandara Huts at nine 
thousand feet! 






2 ^ 









A 

A Magical 
Vegetable Soup 



After our four-hour Irek, it was linally lime 
for dinner- 1 was so hungry, I cuuldVe eaten 
Cl@0a®S? cheese rinds, 

Baraka took us lo a wooden hut full of 
fellow climbers. There we diseovered that 

MOUNT KILIMAHJARO {or 

Kili, as it is alTcctionately known) is a ver>' 
popular destination with 
mountaineers. There 
were rodents from 
all over the world, 
and the hut echoed 
with squeaking in 
many different 
languages. 


As I chaltcd with my fellow climbers. I 
quickly learned that despite our different 
backgrounds, we all had something in 
commori: our jfoVc of the mountains and our 
desire to overcome our personal limitations, 
Baraka prepared a d^liCiOtlS vegetable 
soup. "Chakula (loodH” he announecd. 

This soup smelis great, but f couU really 
go for a thPee-ehUMte pixxa right now. 
[ thought. Bruce slurped the soup down in 
one big gulp, then rubbed his belly and said. 

“YUMMMMMMM!- 


I smiled at Baraka, *^Asante (thank you)r 
The hot soup restored my strength. Now 
I was ready for a nice, long rat nap, 1 
climbed into my sleeping bag and was 
sound asleep before 1 could 
begin counting 
hamsters. 




The Moors! 


The next morning* Baraka woke us at 
dawn. Alter a cup of hot eheddar and a bowl 
of oatmeal* we set off again. 

The rain forest gradually gave way lo moors 
covered in heather and giant groundsels. It 
was bcautifuL 

* Baraka POINTED out a 

tiny ehamcleon. 



color So 




% 


I stared at it in won den 
wished Benjamin was there to ^ 
see it He wouldVe been amassed. 








PoLEPOLE . .. Slow 
AND Steady! 



The soon gave way lo six 

feel high that swayed in the wind. The way 
it moved reminded me of wives on the 
ocean. 

“As we climb upward* the amount of 
oxygen in the air diminishes/' Baraka 
explained. “You 11 notice that well get tired 
quickly. IE you want to make it to the top of 
Mount Kilimanjaro* there's only one way to 
do it: slow 

I le repeated the idea in Swahili: ^Poiepoiv 


(slow and steady)* VVeVe in no hurry. We'll 
go slow and steady — very slow and steady 1 

■ Ao/epole •• 

Bruce and I nodded in agreement. [ could 
tell Baraka knew' what he was doing, and 
I was glad Bruce had found such a good 
guide. 

As we continued our Irek, we were soon 
overtaken by other groups going FA/TER 
than us. They looked down their snouts 
at us, but Baraka just winked and said: 
**Pohpok\ hakwta maiaia (slow and steady, 
no problem)*” 



Are We There Yet? 


\Vc went on that way lor hours and hours. 
“Arc W6 there yet?'’ I moaned in exhaustion. 
“Il feds like we've been hiking foreverr' 

“You'll know weVe there w'hen you sec 
the lobelias/'explained Baraka. “Lobelias 
arc sueeuicni plants with neshy« pointed 
leaves* They grow at ten thousand feet." 

I looked carefully at every plant vve 
eneountered. but I couldn't find a lobelia to 
save my fur! 

I asked hopefu I ly as we 
passed plants here and there* Hut haraka just 
shook his snout* 

fjourj passed. They felt like fSQOO. 
Baraka was right — I was delinitely getting 
tired quickly* 



Finally. BHUCE poinlcd tu a f>l0.n.t 
haH-hiddcn by the grass. ^‘LcfheUaaaaaaa^^ 
[ looked around and saw several other similar 
plants. They were all huge* some even taller 
than I was. Those WzarrC’ -looking plants 
reminded me ol a prehisiurie foresi. I hall 
expeeted a dinosaur to eomc stomping by! 

It grew as the day slreiehed on. Bui 

soon [ made out a cluster of tiny triangular 
huts clinging to the mountain like Ileas to a 
cat‘?i fur. Wed arrived at ihc Murombo Huts 
al 12,2UU feet. 




'O 







It \va^ only oor second day* bul my paws 
were already lined with blisters. Crusty 

Wtty Iftfetp I was Irt agony! 

I had something to cat, and I wanted to 
go straight to bed* bul first I had to wr\\c 
in my travel PiikRy. When I got back to 
New Mouse City* I wanted to be able to 
desen be everything that had happened as 
accurately as possible. That way, my readers 
would /cef like theyd climbed W ® W H T 
KILIMANJARO along with mc\ 








A Wasteland of 
Volcanic Rock 


The next morning, we were up al dawn again. 
I fell as ir [ could have slept another twelve 
hours, but a eup of eheddar and a 

bowl of oatmeal got my paws moving again. 

A faster group overlook us/'S6B yOU later. 
Slowpokes!" They laughed. We ignored them 
and comtnued at our slow and steady pace. 

After a while, the iandseape became 
a desolate wasteland of volcanic rock. A 
pitiless gust of Icy wind whipped through 
the boulders. Nothing grew among these 
hare roeks and stones. There were no plants, 
no llowcrs — nothing. The landscape was 
so bdl*l*GN, it was almost as if wc had 
landed on the HOOli ! 



The farlhcr we went* ihe ihinncr the air 
bceame. It was getting more anci mure 
difficult to walk, 

Alier a little while* we met up with the 
nnarty-mice who had over la ken us earlier. 
They had come to a hall. Their tongues were 
hanging out, and they looked like ihey were 
about to pass out. 

We passed them slowly but surely. Baraka 
shook his snout and inurmurcd, "Mountains 
arc not to be messed with ” 

Bruee nodded. “Come on. Cheese Puff, 
let's show them how real he-mice get to the 
top- slow and steady, tired but inspired." 





Kili Will Put Fur 
ON Your Chest! 



dreadful My .snoul wa.s 
SUDfcurO^i btigaus^ I hadn’t 
used enough sunblock at this 
high altitude. But what was 
really getting to me was that my 
tummy was all topSy^twRV^l 
As for BRUCE, he chatted away like there 


was no tumor row. Didn't his jawbone ever 
gel tired? I wondered if he exercised that, 
too! 

“|usl wait and see, Champ. climbing 
KILI will pul fur on your chest! After this, 
you'll be ready to climb anything.” I was too 
exhausted to speak. All I could manage was 
a long groan: 


Ilrucc laughed, "Come un> Checsehcad! 
Keep your e>'es on ihe prize. Let's euneenirate 
on making it to the top. COME ON^ COME 
ON, COME OHV 

Then he launched into a sung he'd made 
up: "^The Kilimanjaro Sung." 

Jj to th«tQp Of Kitmanjaro. 

It s not roa«y «« 

P ‘Who knows if ue-u cone through alive. 
• *“* shouwn-t ue survive? 


our actions louder than words that squeak 
^e aren’t afraid of an or Mountain peakl 
^a-re nieo, we re tough, and we re not gonna stopl 
till <ae get to that snowcapped rtountaintopl ^ 

fj ^ 

"Aaaaaaaaaagh!" 1 whimpered. ''Bui 1 unt 
afraid. And 1 do want to survivcL' 

BRUCE was taken aback. “But you’ve 


already made yuur will* haven't you? You've 
chosen your COFFIN* and your place in the 
graveyard has been booked* right? So what 
arc you worried about? Think about the glory 
of snufling it on Kill's barren slopes! Think 
about how famouse you'll be, imagine the 
headline: Read all about iti Geronimo 
Stilton^ editor of THE RODENT*S 
GAZETTE^ lost on Kilimanjaro I Don't 
you want to be famouse* Geronimo?'" 

“Hrucc. Vd 
rather be 
famouse for 
my life than 
my death!" 

I replied* 




Make It Mental! 

“You're exhausted. an;ti‘t you?” asked Bruee. 
‘^You've got a Crdinp in your paws* right? 
Well* when il feels like you ean'l go on* make 

jlMENTKU" 

I had no idea what he was squeaking about 
now. ‘*What do you mean?'' 1 asked. 

He llieked me on ihe snout. **irs all inside 
your head! Everything starts upstairs* you 
knoH'. Feeling lia'd is a mental problem* you 
have BRUCE HYENA’S Word on that! Come 
on* repeat after me: foruuard* foruuard^ 

foruuard.foruuard.. • foruuard.fomard. 
foruj^rd - - - forujard, foruuard - - 
I gave him the PXRTXf^T look I eould 
muster. Didn't he ever quit? Well, 1 guess I 
already knew the answer to that one. 

No, he didn’t. 



An Absolutely 
Gorgeous Rodent 


All of a sudden* 1 heard a iwtei voice singing 
the New Mouse City anthem: 




A tfteusajwf voices os one^ 

A t/iuiisaruf taifs prpuftTy 
A t juiusiauT u’fiisItCTS 6olidrY 
A liiDusamf pavv^ misc vour yrfJtnvjSa^f 
UndirT oar Jar;, o tfwasajuf fkam Seat Jiryoa^ 
-Su'ert. $wm Moasc Jstdjuf. 











Instilu'tivciy* I starlcd ?^ingmg along. That 
anihum is a work <jf inspiraiion. Just hearing 
it makes me straighten up my tail with pride. 
I turned around to see who was singing. 
What a lovely squeak! 

When I laid eyes un ihe singer* my 
whiskers quivered with emotion. It was 
an absolutely gorgeous rodent with amber 
fur and eyes as bright as stars in the African 
sky. She shot me an smile* 

My heart started beating faster than a 
rodent on the run from a hungry eat* 
liTom-boom! Boom-boom! Boom-boom! Boom-boom! 

I bowed and kissed her paw'. She smelled of 
Mdu5C)' Sigft5, tlie most delectable perfume 
knowm to rodent kind, I was so overcome 
by her bcBtAfiJ* 1 found myself siuilcring: 
■*.Vl-mm-miss, g-g-good d-d-day to you. m-my 
name is S-s-s-s-s-s *. /M was breathless* but 



vv he I her thb was because of I he altitude or 
the stunning creature before me, I 
eouldn'i say? 

Hello,” she said. *‘My name is Makcda.” 

“You have a splendid voice!’* 1 said in my 
most high-pilehed squeak. 

She yrnilcc]. “Thank Vm an actress, 
but I adore outdoor adventures* don’t you?” 

Instead of agreeing with her* 1 chose to tell 
the truth: “Well* I’m more of a bookmousc 


than a sporlsmousc. actually. Tm here lo 
experience this adventure su I can lell my 
readers at The Rodent V Gazette all abuui it 
when — 

Makeda squealed with delight. '^Tiw 
Rodent's Gazette? That's my favorite 
newspaper! Su you must be the one and 
only 

II I hadn't already been SWRUfT with sunburn, 
I would have turned a similar shade tVuin 
pride and embarrassment. 

“So you re climbing Kill mart jaro this 
evening, loo?'' Makeda asked. Perhaps we 
can climb up together? I F you don't mind the 
company, of eourse."* 

I was about lo say that I would be delighted 
to elimb with her when BRUCE butted in. 
“Good morning, miss I"* he roared in bis 
usual loud squeak. “Do excuse me il 1 


drag ihisclieeselieeici away” 

Fur a mumcni, I ihuughi I saw a luuk ul 
disappyintmcni cross Makcda's snout. tVSS 

it possible tHat Sue lil^ep Me? 

Was it possible tuat I was ueft 

type? Cuuld a scrawny little bookmouse 
like me really win over a GORGEOII/ 
super mouse like her? 

I was about to prulcsl when BRU^^E dragged 
me off by the tail 

“Farewell. Makcda," 1 shouted. “I mean, 
fur now. I hope to see you soon! 
Ikst of luck! Let*s gel together sometime.” 
But it was no use. Hy cdNFusrp, 

PFS^CKJkTC WOKPf were earried off 
hy the freezing mouniain winds. 


( 


0 

Midnight 
Horror Story! 


We'd linally reached ihe Kibo Huts at 15,410 
feel. My lummy was still giving me ^ li^rd. 

I wanted to cat, but the altitude was 
really making me nauseous — the higher 
you climb, and ihe thinner the air, ihe more 
likely you are to experience nausea and 
dehydration. 

The huts were built out of stone and 
corrugated iron, inside each one, there were 
bunk beds for the climbers, but 
there was no running waien 
And the worst part was. it 

was iev cold! 

Desperate lo keep warm, I 
put on all the clothes I had. 




TThuru P««1 e 
1 i,340 tmmt 


When I was I ini shed* I had on .so many layers, 
t looked like an SDSaaQBQDI?!] 

turkey, 

"Tonight is the night, my friends,” said 
Baraka, have to leave at midnight. 
We must iTeaeh the summit and start euming 
back down again before nine oVlock in 
the morning. Thais when the 
weather star Is getting worse!” 

I knew I should rest, but 
I was desperate to 
see Makeda again, 

I gave BRUCE a 
lame excuse and began 
scurrying around to 
look for lien 

After an hour of 
fruitless searching, 

BRUCE caught 




KiboHuta 

16,430 







up with me. “Cheese lie ad > yuuVc supposed lo 
be resting! Where have you been?" he asked 
suspiciously, 

**Don't worry* I couldn't lind Makcda! I'll 
never see her again , *. eVOST!** I sobbed. 
“And Us all your fault!" 

Besides being heartsick, 1 was still feeling 
sick in another pan of my analomy — my 
I knew it was a symptom of 
altitude sickness* 

Oh* how I missed my warm, 
mouse hole in New Mouse City! 

After dinner* I tried to relax, but I just 
couldn't* Finally, I made my way into the 
big ST0m£ room where the dim bens 
slept. Rickety bunk beds 
leaned against the walk 
Wearily, I climbed into 
my sleeping bag. 



Oh* how I mis.scd the warm comfort of my 
own bed! 

Thai night was the worst Tve ever had. 
The lack of oxygen made me fee! like I was 
suffocating. It wa.s miserable! Whenever I 
started to doze off, i woke up with a start, 
it was worse than my worst NIGHTMARE, 
the one where Vm taking the ACTs (Ancient 
cfieeses Test) and canH remember the 
difference between C a mem ben and Colby. 

Ratty Chops, the mouse sleeping on the 
bunk below me. kept calling out in his sleep. 
(le sounded even more miserable than I was. 

At last* at the stroke of 
our guide arrived. “Time to get up! 146 Ve JOt 
to Jet SOingl Move those paws!" (Bruce 
was starling to rub off on him. I could tell.) 

Ratty Chops shook his snout in desperation. 
“I feel absolutely EW'fui. I just can't do it. 


Bui ril come back next year lo try again!'' 

"‘Well said, iriend," said BRUCE. “There s 
true wisdom in txx^ogni^ing the moment lo 
say no. Better luck next liinc!” 

“Well, in that case,” I piped up hopefully. 
“I think ril say no welJ?" 

“Not you, Stilton ” Bruce replied. “On your 
paws, Cheeseheadf” 

Ratty Chops sighed and pul a 
photo of a little mouse back in 
his backpack."! promised my 
daughter ihat I would take her 
phoio to the lop of M01INT 
KILIMAMJARa.” 

BRUCE placed his paw on 
Ratty s shoulder, ""ilakima 
matdiii (no problem)! Well do 
it lor you. irs THE LEAST WE CAN DO FOR 
A FRIEND!” 



Did You 
Know . . . ? 


It was pitch-black outside. We joined a 
lori.g lirxe of wheezing climbers who 
were setting ofT along the uphill path. 

No one squeaked. No one had the sitength. 
Behind mc» BRUCE snickered: ''ChcCSE 
Puff* if you start rolling backward. I'll catch 
you. okay? Tce-hceJ" 

I didn’t laugh. I didn’t have the strength. 
As we w'orked our way slowly up the path, 
the amount of oxygen deereased and our 
F/^nCUf increased. 

While I was hauling m>^e!f along the pebbly 
slope, which became steeper and steeper. 
BRUCE started telling me TERR IT/I NG 
mountain legends. 


“Dip YOU KNOW THAT the weather can change 
suddenly in the mountains? DID YOU KNOW THAT 
if it changes while weVe on ihe summit, we 
won't have enough time loget back down? DID 
YOU KNOW THAT someone eashes in 
their cheese on Kilimanjaro 
every year? Bui you don't 
need lo worry about that. 

Champ; you've already 
written your will, you've 
chosen a ItiCe casket, youVe 
booked a place at ihe graveyard — 
you Ve t h ough i of everyt h i ng! 

I shh ered, both from the 
cold and from Bruce's stories. 

My paws were numb. My 
tall was frozen stiff. I'd 
be the perfect ice cybe 
in a >eli cocktail 






Forward! 


Every liny gesture drained my f NERCX. 1 
felt like 1 was walking in slow motion, almost 
as if 1 were underwater! It oeeurred lume that 
I was at the same height as many airplanes — 
19,000 feetl 

Baraka handed me his water bottle: 
“Mc/yf (water)? Poicpolc (slow and steady)!'' 

I half the bottle's contents 

in one big gulp* But the water w^as iey. and 
I realized I had made a serious mistake! 
Immediately, I felt siek to my stomach and 

Very iianseims. 

I tumbled to the ground and rolled over 
and over. 1 fell sicker than a young seamousc 
on his first trip on the Ratlantic. 

Baraka leaned over and said kindly, “I'm 



afraid that's it* Gcronimo, You'll have to go 
baek down.” 

BRDCE nodded. ‘"Lei's Ibrgcl it for now, 
Gcronimo. No long snouts, though — we 
can always try again next year!” 

I was about lo agree when suddenly, 
lk:nianiin''s words ECH-OED in my ears: 
“Uncle Gcronimo, you're going to climb 
Mount Kilimanjaro? You re so BRAVE!** 


I mustered all ihc energy I had left, “No. 
Lei’s go forward." I muttered* 

I got up slowly. BRUCE gave me a 
surprisingly paw on the back. 1 

started walking, repealing to myself as I did 
so; “Forward, forward, forward, forward, 
forward, forward, forward ,, 





lorwcird fo 
fonward fbrwgrcf ft 
fbfisrfarti ftsmnd fbnwqrd 
l&rv^ard fomcrid forv/ard 
fomard for^rd forward forward fon 
forward forward forward forv#ard forward fo 
forward forward forward forward forward forward f 
forword forward forward forward forward forward f 
forward forwardforward for^rd forward forward forward forward 


forward forward forward forward forward forward forward forward fort 
ward forward forword forward forward fo ward forward forward forward foi 


f 
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forward forward forward forward forwar 
forward forward forward forward forward forwc 
forward forward forward forward forward forward for 
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f<jrward forward forward forward forward forward forward forward forward 
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A Speck in the 
Infinite Universe! 


“Look, QeROHiMo! " called BRUCE, “Look al 

this incTi^cliblc vWw!" 

Bruce upened his arms wide and yelled: 
‘'This is the life! I feel like a speck in ihe 

iniiniio universe! Tfiaitks for existing, 
u^ortd!” 


I linally looked up from tlic path and 
fdl silent. BRUCE was right. Dawn un 
Kilimanjaro was a wKisfeer-tinglinf 
sight. Along the horizon, the deep indigo 
sky was streaked with pink* violet, and 
orange. It was fabumonsel 
BRUCE sighed. “How I wish Thca was here 
with me now. Ji iri 

(eYt wLi^ Atf^r 






I lliought how nice it 
would be to have Benjamin 
here with me now. Perhaps 
he would climb MOIlMT 
KILIWANJARO when 




he grew up. 

Then my thoughts lurried 
to Ma.keda and ibosc 

eyes of hers. 
Even a Traidy mouse like 
me could find the courage for 
adventure with her by my side! 
Would I ever see her again? 
liruce hit me 

i j 

over the snoul % . 


with a snowshoe. 

‘Clioj>-eliop, Cktttt Putt. 

Forward, Ibrward. forward, 
forward* forward* forward* forward!*" 



The Summit 
AT Last! 


I was having a really hard lime with ihc lack 
uf uxygen, BRUCE kept repealing: “Forward, 
forward, forward, forward, forward ., 

His words boomed through my brain like 
cal claws on a hardwood Boon 
Baraka pointed to the end of the path, 
tlhuru reatl! The summit of MOUNT 
KILIUAMJABO!" 

Weld reached the summit! 
we'd cliHtbed MOUNT MILIMANJAilO! 
BRUCE knell dowm and kissed the snow. 
Then he declared, “Mount Kilimanjaro, 
tbsnbf for exiyting!” 

I climbed the rest of the way lo ihc peak 
very slowly. Then I shook paws wiih Bara ka 





and lirucc. “Thanks* my I'rlends, I could never 
have made ii wUhoul you!" 

Baraka smiled a I me* Using ihe timer on 
our camera* %ve took a photo of ourselves 
WRl/iNCi a Mouse Island Hag and holding 
the photo Ratty Chops had given us* 

Baraka was starting to get anxious* “All 
right, friends, we've got to get back 
downr 

I was eesialieally happy. Throwing my 
paws open wide, I gazed far into the distance 
and thanked my lucky stars 1 was alive at that 
moment. 

Baraka shook me by the paw and said 
urgently* 'We have to get back down! 
MfCarMOWr \ Ic pointed to the sky. 

Black clouds were looming 
menacingly on the 
horizon* 




We Have to Get 
Back Down! 


Baraka's anxiety was contagious* My whiskers 
were ^tfJvenJig with fear as we hufried back 
down ihc path* [ looked up at the sky* A 


Qfls. hgbq BnflflEi 

was gelling closer and closer. 
Thai wasiTl a good sign. 

BRUce-s TEIIRIFVING siorics 



Hashed through my mind* We were about lo 
be trapped in a storm! Our fur was al risk! 
Maybe 1 should’ve taken Bruces advice 
and booked a place in the graveyard! 

Instead of his usual puicpule, Baraka was 
urging us lo gel a move on: We have to 
keep moving!” 

As he squeaked* I he &VLTI disappeared 


behind a mass of black clouds. Faster 

than you could say “frosty cheese pops with 
crumbs on top" the weather had changed. 
The icy wind that swept across the mouniain 
was so Wicked, it almost blew me over! 

Going down was easier than going up. 
But Baraka pointed out that it could be loo 
easy. We didn’t warn to trip and Sl!p€ 

“Wateh your step!" he reminded us. 

I was trying to be careruU I really was. 
But suddenly, I slipped on a RdCKy crag 
eovered in ice. 

My paws Hailed in the air as I desperately 
tried to tind something to hold on to. 

It was too late. 1 fell down, down, down. 
‘Bruce, help!" ) ydkd. Ik tried to grab 
me by the tail, but then he slipped, too! 

“Don’t ?a!IQB[ 3^7, Champ!" he shouted. 
“Sooner or later, we vc gut to HIT BOTTlJM !" 



"Thul's whal I m 
alraid oH" I shouted 
back. We could 
tumble down 19*540 
feel — from the lop of 
Mount Kilimanjaro 
to the BOTTOM* 
This was going to 
be one heek of a 
nosedive* I could 
feel ii in my fUT! 


Rolling, Rolling, 
Rolling! 


As \vc plunged downward, BRUCE shouted: 
'^WeVe Q Q Q E3 (Qrobably Qn Qig 
□ rouble)!" 





After one last fixr-MlJl“ng leap through 
the air, we ended up snout-duwn in a 
mound of vuleanic dust, VVe had slopped! 
MirciC'ulouelyp we had slopped! 

I was covered in snow and dust from the 
lip of my tail to the ends of my whiskers. 

'‘BRUCE, arc you alive?'" I splutiered. I 
looked around me. Nothing. No sign of Bruce. 
Until . .. wait, was that his tail sticking up 
behind a KQGCS? 

Digging around FK^NTlC^Lly. I finally 
managed to pull BRUCE up. iiul he wouldn"t 
open his eyes and he didn't respond to my 
attempts to revive him. 

“Bruce/ BruutlUUUUUUUUUce/” 1 
cried desperately. I low could I lose my best 
friend this way? What would I do without 
him? He was the expert, not me! 

I thought about it For a moment. Then I 


know vvhal I had to do* I had to got lirucc 
baok lo tho hut bolorc il was loo lalu! 

I heaved htm aorofis my Nhouldcrs* Then 
slowly and carefully, I continued my peSctttt* 
It was hard work* Every half hour, I stopped 
lo gel my breath and cheek on BRUCE. He 
still seemed lifeless* 

I tried going fasten huffing and pufling 
under Bruce’s wetghi* Those iiiusoles of his 
sure wore HEAVY! 

After about three hours. I slid on some 
rocks and fell over. Fora moment, I thought 
1 saw BRUCE open his eyes. But no, it 
musiVe been a trscfe of the light. 
He w'as still out. 


Two hours later. I was so lired. I could 
hardly feel my paws. But I kept un. I had to. 

will 1 do witilioMt Brtaeo?’* 
I muilercd desperately. 

I thought I heard someone squeak. “Don*l 
give upl Never give up!" 

I looked around in ^ 

was all alone. The only rodent nearby was 
Bruce, and he was still unconscious. 

By the time 1 reached the hut. I was ready 
to drop. With my last ounce of 
I shouted: “Hello there! Heeceeeeeelp! 
IVe got a mouse in urgent need of medical 
attention!” 





A hcariy voice answered. “Medical 
attention? Sc|Ueak fur yourself. Champ! I 
feel FINE!” With that, BRUCE leaped off 
my back and grinned at me. 

I was aghasL “B-b-bul, * * you re Alt VC! 
You re all right!" I siammered. 

“Of course I am! Vm always line!" Bruce 
boasted. "I'm as TOUCH as an old sewer 
rat you know that! lust much 6fTT£ii~lOOKINlj, 
of course/' he added as an aflerthoughi. 

"Why did you protend to be unconscious?" 
I demanded, 

"First ii*s IMPDFITAWT for you to 
gel those puny muscles of yours in shape," 
he responded, “Secondly iFs important for 
you lu learn to take care of yourself and 
others without my HELP. And finally* iCs 
important for you to learn not to give up!" 

I remembered that I thought I'd seen him 



open his eyes and murmur, "Don't give up!" 

"You had me carry you on my baek for 
hours and hours! ** I screeched indignantly. 

Bruce smiled and nodded. "I did it for 
your own good/ he said 
“Now, where's my thonk-you?" 

That was the straw that broke this 
rodent's back. I ehased him around and 
around a hut. 




You’re Alive! 


Ekfore I could calch up wiih that 
excuse for a muuse> Baraka ran up to us 
with open paws. “Incredible? YouVe alive!” 
“Of course we are7 said Bruce smugly. 
“There’s no ^uf course* about it ” I proicsied. 
was sure we were going lo become fui* 

coatrsr 

My ccl) phone started ri>jgii59. It was 

BORIS VON CACKLEFUR. 




“G cron I mo* youVc siill alive?” he cried. 
“I've prepared yuur COP PIN . . . yuur place 
in the graveyard is all ready ,,, ifyuu could 
only sec ihe beautiful chrysanihemuins I've 
prepared for your GRAVESTONE .. 

“Erm, thank you. Boris, that's very kind 
of you,” I said with a shiver, “But I don’t 
think I'll be needing— 

Suddenly^ I heard a female squeak come 
from the other end of the phone, “Geronimo! 
I'm waiting for you, my liiilc ghoutie- 
whoutie! I can’t wail lo make you my very 
own liTjJaby-wubby ! ” 

BRUCE snatched the phone from my paw. 
“Miss Crecpella, is that you?” he roared. 
“Don’t worry, I'll bring your beloved home lo 
you safe and sound. Wait until you see what 
great shape he's in. In fact, I don't think 1 
can call him Cheese fuH anymore! But if 


ho want?^ the award for E3 Q GS ( Q ruly 
□ t hie tie E3uusc)» Fm afraid hes gut lu 
scale another rnuuntain; El ire 0^! 
What do you say?’^ 

Bruce paused. I euuld hear Crcepella 
chattering away on the other end* ''Yes, 
that's just as 1 thought. *, Indeed, what 
mouse doesn't like saying that although her 
liance may look a bit of a chump, he has 
climbed Everest! ,,, Okay, it s a deal, so 
now I'll take him to Everest with me. but you 
have to promise that Hi be the best mouse at 
your wedding. l*d appreciate it if you name 
your lirstborn after me* BRUCE HYENA ... 
Whaaaaat? You'd already thought of that? You 
are truly a kind hearted rodent, worthy of my 
best buddy here! Okay then, II'k a deal*" 

Me lowered his squeak. "Look, I know 
Stilton is a bit of an rat* but if lie gets 


cold pAUff. i’]| drag him tu the akar by hLs 
whiskers, yen have my word un that!" 

With that, he snapped the phone shut. 
*"Now don't let mo down, Cbccsc PuHl 
I'm a rodent of my word and I don’t need any 
cheese stains on my honuH" 

I tried imagining my future with a wife like 
Creepdla, a faiher-indaw like Boris, and a son 
(or daughter?) named Bruce Hyena. What a 

NIGHTMARE! 



I Knew You’d 
Make It! 


Baraka brought us certificates declaring 
that we'd reached the summit of WOUNT 
mUWANJARa He shook our paws 
proudly as he presented them to us. 

We had a huge meaU then it was lime to lly 
back to New Mouse City. Vd never been so 
Yisppt^ to head home. 

Benjamin greeted our plane. "Uncle 
Geronimo!" he cried, hugging me tightly. "1 
knew you'd make it to the top of MOUNT 


MIUMANJAttO!" 



"Benjaminr I said happily, “This 
ceriilicaic is for you. I hope you’ll 
experience an adventure 
tike this yourself one day!" 




1 

— m — 



CERTIFICATE OF 

ACHIEVEMENT 

We hereby certify that the rodent 

has climbed to the 

top of Kilimanjaro. 

t. 

























Yes, We’re 
Fabumouse! 


When my travelogue was published in The 
Rodemrs Gazette, k was llfORMOa/ELY 
successful t The phones were TIJ)01110 oil 
the hook, and we received so many e-mails 
we almost craxhe4l our server! 

My assistant piled thousands of letters on 
top of my desk. "Ceronimo. you have so many 
admirers, and they all want to meet you and 
BRUCE!" she told me. 

Our fans were so etiergetie* the raterazzi 
kept trying to dOWtl the doors! 

All the attention made me net VO US. 
Barricaded inside my ofliec. I peeped out of 
the window. Instantly, I heard a cry: ‘THIRI HE 
ISI It’s him! It’s Stilton, 


Ilrucc LOOKEP oul uf the window, 
too, but be W(is a lul less timid than me^ He 
blew to his tidmirers. '"Thank you, 

thank youf Yes, 1 know we "re fafeumouse, 
thank yoxil** 

The shout that rose up from the erowd 
roeked the entire oHiec- 

I went pate as the purest mozzarella, 
“The door is locked tight, right?” 

[ asked my editor in ehiet, 

Kreamy O’Cheddar, 

She double-cheeked. ^ 

“Relax. Mr. Stilton, 
everything is under 
control." 






























f 

I’m a Very Shy 
Mouse . . . 


I *sat back down ai my desk. The phone 
“Hello? Geronimu? Us me, C REE PEL LA!” 
"Oh, hi, Crccpclla?' I squeaked nervously, 
“Sorry, I can’l talk. I'm very busy.'* 
“Nonsense, my liule creepY'^raW!^. 
Now listen. As you know, I'm ihe mosl 
famousc film direcior on New Mouse Island, 
and I'm not willing to see an opporiunity like 
this go lo waste, 1 want lo direct 
a movie about you and Bruce on 
nan NT MIUWANJ ABa ^ 

"Oh, a movie?” I replied 
hesiiantly. “Well, I'll have lo 
think about it. I m a very 
mouse, you know,** 



Ilrucc snatched I he phone right out of my 

paw Of COUR^f WF'tt PO ITJ" 

he shouied. 

I sighed. What ehoiec did I have? Bruec 
would lind a way to trick me into it whether 
I agreed or nut. ‘‘Oh, all right." 

I had to admit, the idea of being in a movie 

ujay exciting r 

The movie was called Mighty MoUTlt 

Kilimanjaro. 

Bruce wanted to go hack to the summit to 
shoot. “Listen. CliCCSf PuK, wouldn't it 
be amazing to go through it all again? All 
that adventure, all those dangers ..He 
got a wistful look in his eyes. 

Moldy mozzarella! I dashed off to the eloset 
and locked myself in. 

"No. no. no/* I yelled. "YouVe got to he 
kidding! There's IMO WAY Pm going 


bfick toWOUNT 

NILIWANJARai [ 

refuse lu be muusenapped 
and dragged up ihal crazy 
niouniain again 

BRUCE knocked un the 
closet door. *^Gcronimo, 

[ m disappointed in you. 

[ thought youd changed, 
that you'd learned not 
to give up ” lie sighed 
deeply. I rel'used to come 
out until benjamin assured 
me we w'ouldn'i be 
returning to KRlIWT 
NILIRAliJARa. 

CREE PELLA explained 
to BRDCE that she was 
going to re-create the 












mountain-climbing scenes on movie set- 
Bruce was bitterly diS^PPOiTltjed. 
”Oh, (1 movie set. So, no eulci? No snow? No 
preeipiccs? No dizzy spells? No discomfort? 
No risks? No death-defying dangers? No 
bruises, broken bones, headaches, nausea, or 
blisters? W'ha^'t &. pity.'’ 

I was so relieved. What could possibly 
happen to me in a studio? 

I deeided to prepare myself for the role of 
a liteiime. After alL how many rodents 
get to play themselves in a CQ D D Q 0! 

CQQQQQd El Q B El 010 O? 

1 took squeak lessons (to learn 
how to project my voiee) and 
acting lessons (to learn how to 
myself effectively). 
Let me tell you, aetors make it 
look easy, but it’s really II9RP! 












Ycl I didn't give up. That 
was something Td learned 
during my adventure on 

KILIWAMJABO: 

KIGaGB aQ\!3S IBP' 

At last, the first day of 
filming arrived. I VlBS 

really nervous! 

1 pul on my costume. 
Themtleifp artisl 
combed my fun then 
powdered my snout. 
CREEPELLA shouted: 
^LIGHTS! Zmm ACTION!- 

The camera mice began 
filming BRUCE and me. 
The editors chose the 
most important scenes. 

^"^^'’’^1 
Me hjfflVie wjS 
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At the Stroke 
OE Midnight 


It was opening night! BROCE, Benjamin, 
and I were invited to the premiere at New 
Mouse City's fanciest thealen We dressed in 
tuxedoes. It was the ilrst lime I'd ever seen 
Bruee wearing anything other than aihlctie 
gear* We all looked very 
The went out and the screen 

CMM'S TV 





From ihc opening sequence to the linale, 
the him re-crealed one of ihe most cxeiting 
adve^itures of my life. There was action, 
adventure, drama, suspense, and even humor. 
It was an QDUQSDKIQ film! 

When the lights eame on again, applause 
thundered through the theater. 

As we exited, rodents swarmed atound us. 
Ekuee and T signed hundreds of autographs. 

lust before midnighi, my good friend 
Hercule Poirat turned up. I usually try 
to keep him and BRUCE apart. They are both 
in l0¥€ with my sister and they are very 
jealous of each other! 

I started to sweat like a slice of Swiss that's 
been left in the sun too long, THINGS WERE 
HEATING UP! 


Who Are You 
Going Out with 
Tonight? 

Thu ultxk in ihu main square uf 
New Meuse City struck midnight. 

I^ongf Dotig* Dong! Dong! Dong! 

Dong! Dong! Dong! i^ong! Dong! 

!yong! Dong! 

On the twelfth stroke, BRUCE looked down 
his sneul at Hercule Poirat and said, “Hey. 
Chcesehead. Yeah, Fm to you! 

Your name is Hercule, isn't it?" 

I iereule Poirat gave him a HflUGHT!? look. 
“That^s eorreet. And who might you be?" 

“BRUCE!" 

“lirucc who?" 

“lust BRUCE to youF' 



I tried to calm them both down, “Um* yes, 
well. I'm really glad my two best 
have al last had the chance to meet,” 

But they weren't listening. They were 
gJarjJSg at each other- 
BPUCE put on his toughest lie-mouse 
look. 

Hercula responded with his brainiest, 
most superior smirk. 

At that TnofTiew, thea strolled m, 
"(^e^ ” BROCE said, sighing, I Ms whiskers 
were trembling with emotion and devotion. 







V 


whispered 

Hercule, 




A silly look came over his snoul. 

My sister gave them each a 59^5^ smile* 

I rolled my ey'es and sighed in reliel. I know 
my sister like I he back of my paw, 

"Thea* who are you gofNg out with towigbt?" 
cried Bruce and Hcreulc together 
Thea twirled her whiskers Ilirtaliously. 
“Well. I already have a date with himi" 

A eoneeiled-looking rodent stood behind 
my sister Me was handsome, all right* but 
he had an arrogatit air about him that 
really rubbed my fur the wrong way, 
lie ^'Ad^Thea on the back of the paw 
and said smoothly* ’"Well, my darling, lei us 
make haste. Our aytomobilc awaitsT 
With thatp the two of them set off in the 



direction of £) LUXURY YELLOW SPOiTSCAR 


with synihelk cal-fur seals. 



Thca waved bye-bye. and ihe Mterazzi 
went wild. “Thai's Igor Snob* the biggest 
name in lSEDE3SElDOE3[i]D 
at the moment. He's just been 

awarded a Ratscarr 

whispered the gossip 
columnist next lo us. 
"Well* f'll be a 
lomeai's uncIcT I 
0cimealcad 
worriedly. I 
hoped Thca wasn't 
taking the whole 
ihing SKRIorSLY.i 
ceriainly didn't fancy 
having Igor for a 
brother-in-law! 


BRUCE and Hercul© luakcd al each 
uthcr. I thutighl they were guitig lu start 
ARSt/ING again. Instead, they threw 
their paws around caeli oiher and began 
SQQBQCOQ. ^‘We’ve lost her forever!” 
cried Bruce. 

I had an idea. know* let’s go lo my 
favorite French restaurant in town* Le 
squeakers . We can drown our sorrows 
in their speeial cheddar fondue!” 

HerouEe brightened up at once. 
“Fondue? Elementary', my dear Stilton! 
What a fabumouse idea!” 

Fondue?" Bruce roared, 'That’ll be 
hard on the waistline but easy on the heart, 

Cheese 



There's Nothing 
Like Cheese . . . 



AtLe sc^ueakera, wc got a €ozy little 

table in the back. “Haw, are you two 

going to make peace?" i dcnmncii:d. 

Bruce shuuk his snout. **Nui peace* no .. 
he began. 

“But wc can manage a iruec!“ Hereule 
linishcd. 

They shi>uk paws, then stuck their snouts in 
the jSfpecia.1 cheeses menu, squeaking 
away like there was no tomotrow. f grinned 



behind my whiskers. There’s nothing like 
aQQsaii to makg peace among mice. 

We were ga^edily gu^^ling down a 
big pol of Ibnduc when I heard a sweet 
voice call: “Gcrontmo! I saw your lilmJ 

cC!(p:N<GK/gnriiiiL4i']rn©Bis ? ” 

It was Makeda! 

I nearly choked on the pieve of bread 1 
had just dunked into the boiling fondue. 

‘^AAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGHHHHHH!’^ 

Tears welled up in my eyes. (Not tears of 
emotion, tears of pain — that fondue was 
really V)Ot'!) But I wasn't about to lose 
another opportunity with Makeda. 

Gathering up my courage, I scampered 
over to her table, “Makeda,. you 
have no idea bow much I've been j 
thinking about you.** 1 bowed and I 
kissed her soft paw. 


Ah, Love! 

Malceda smiled SwG0tL||. Tve been 
thinking abtjut you loo, Gcronimo*” 

I stammered. ”H-h-have 

you really?" 

She nodded. "Yes. I have a proposal for 
you, Gcron imo*" 

"Ycccececs! Anything for >ou! Go ahead, 
whai do you propose?” 


LMakeda gave me an earnest look. 
ytu idU ciiyrii wUA 



Me? Climb EVERB/T? Again? As you 
know^ Ive been lu Everest belore. but I didn't 
make it to I he top. In fael, I was kidnapped 
by a A real, live 

I looked Makeda in the ej'cs. A wave of 
uneontrollable emutiun swept over me, Td do 
anything for her. 

Ah, £aVC! Tbal's how it always goes. A 
mouse will do anything for the object of his 
affeeiion. 

Do you warn to know whai happened in 
the end? 

Well, I really did climb EVERE/T! And 
this time, 1 made it all the way to the top. 
That's right, Hole^ I reached 

the top of the world's highest mountain! 

But, dear readers, that's a story for another 
day — and another ft#f#/*9 \ 
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Map of New Mouse City 
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Map of Mouse Island 


1. 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22, 

Lake Lakelake lake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Colder*ips Peak 

24, 

Cannycat Castle 

5, 

RAtzi'kistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Trans ra tenia 


5ei|uoia 

7. 

Mount Vamp 
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Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 
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a. 
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Poopedcat Pass 
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36, 

Ratty trap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37, 

Rio Mosguito 

20, 

Lake lake 






^Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It 11 be anothei^idiisker-licking-^ood 
adventure* and that's a promise! 



„GeronimoSti /ton 




Gerontmo Stilton 
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